”~7~ ~ rbc Tragedie 

/k mn °ur aundcm right in Franccagaine, 

Ord veafottldieras -Jliu’d a king 5 

giK S!l ^ mn >ers iightl,- haue a forward fpring. . 
s M E Hte ?J 9 P£Tork{, Hajlwgs, (ardinall. 

B prin RkH^J^^ 1 ' a ? C,hcrC COmcs thc Duke'ofYorke. 
ror.W aimy dearc WomuftlcaU you now. 
Tool! fc 2 T ? ° ar «***» « is yours: 

X?- r L , h , ed * d m/ght haue kept that tide, 
u y dcathhat[l Jortmuch maidl*, 

J" 4 Ho w fares our couzen noble L.of Yorke> 

^te b ra ,hou,grow " c ” efar - 

Ttr. And therefore he is idle ? 

^ Oh mjYaire couzen,! mufi not fay fo. 

? *r.Then heis more beholding to you then I; . 
o/e. He may command me as my fouerai»ne 
Bmym, hauc pow t r in .neasina 4fma,Y 
^ ° U vnc,e 2“* mc this da<r«fr. 

ff^My dagger little couzen, with allmyhart. 

7>r/x>. A beggjr brother# . 4 • . 

Tor. Of my kind vncle that I know will giue. 

And being out a toy, which is no griefe to sine, 

Glo. A greater gift the that , lie giue n.y cozen, 
r^r. A greater g>ft>G thats the fword to ir. 

l/to. I gentle couzen, were it light enough. 

Ter. O than /fee you will part but with°light <nfcs. 

In waightier things youle fay a begger nay ° - 

Glo.h is too waightie foryour grace to weare, . 

Tor. I weigh Jt lightly were it heauier, 

Gio. What would you haue my weapon-litleLor* 

Tor. /vvouldfoat/rmght thankeyou as you call me. 
Glo. How / Ter. title. 

r Prin. My Los of Ycrke will Hill be croffe in talkc: 
Vncle your grace knowes how to beare with him. 

/or ' 1011 meanc to beare me, no t to beare with me: 

V nclf, my brother makes both you and me, 

Secaufc 


o/ Richard the Third. 

Becaufethat /am litlelikcan Ape, 

He thinkes tha&you /hould beare me on your ihoulrlers. 

r Buc, /Pith what a (harpe prouided wit he reafons. 

To mittigatc the fcorne he giues his vncle. 

He pretely and aptly' taunts himfelfej 
So cunning and lo yong,is wonderfull. ' 

GU. My Lo; wilt pleafe you palfo along? 

My felfe and my good couzen Buckingham, 

Will to your mothcrjto entreat of her 
To meet you at the Tower, and welcomeyou, 

• Tor, what will you go vnto the rower my Lc? 

Trin, My Lord Protestor will haueitfo* 

Tor. I (hall not fleepe in quiet at the Tower, 

<Jlo. VVIiy,vvhatlh'ouIdyou feare i 

Ter. Mary my vncle Clarence angry ghoft : 

My Granam told me he was murdred there, 

Prin. / feare no vnclcs dead, 

Gio , Nor none that liue, /hope. 

Prin, And if they 1 iue, I hope / need not feare; 

But come my L,with a heauie heart 
Thinkingon them, goe I vnto the Tower, 

Exeunt Prin.Yor. Haft, Dorf. manet, Rich, Buc. 

Euc. Thinke you my Lo.-this little prating Yorke, 

Was not inccnfed by his fubtile mother, 

To taunt and fcorne you'thus opprobri lufly t 
Gio. No doubt, no doubt.Ohtis a perilous boy, 
Bold,quicke,ihgenious, forward, capable. 

He is all the mothers.from the top to toe. 

Buc.lVzW let them rcfbCome h.ither Catesby, 
l hou art I worneas deepel v to effort what we intend. 

As clolely to concealc what weimpart, 

Tliou knovveft our reafons vrgde vpon the way: 

^nat chinkeft iboujis it not an cafic matter 
To make william L. Haftings of our minde, 

For the inffalment orthis nobie Duke 
/n thc feite royall ofthis famous l\t i 

T f a !f^ e n for h ‘ s tati * ls Me fo loues the Prince; 

T B«e r i'aT 06 [° ou » ht him - 

S m lhinkeft thou th ™ ot Stanley, what will he? 

- ~ • F a Cut 


